Honna-Barbora. 
THE FLINTSTONES 


SEAL OF DISAPPROVAL 


ESRB LEN oto Ree city roe” 
ING Ut 
{ I. DON'T ENVY YOU, BETTY! 
ta tld ad IF I KNOW MEN, YOU'LL WORK 
TWICE AS HARD WHILE 
BARNEY RELAXES! 


LISTEN, FRED, WOULD CAN TRUGT ME, BARNEY! J 
YOU KEEP AN EYE ON ¥ yr _ 


THE HOUSE IN CASE 
THERE'S AFIRE OR I KNOW! BUT I COUNTED 
SOMETHING? I'LL GiVE THE SILVERWARE JUST 


YOu THE KEYS! IN CASE! W4~-HA-HAL 
? a 
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BARNEY WANTS M& TO KEEP A 

WATCHFUL BYE OVER HIS HEARTH 

AND HOME! I CONSIDER ITAVERY 
SACRED TRUST! 


AND I CONSIDER YOU 
RIDICULOUS! 7EE-HEE/ 
W) iP 


fe 8 


FRED FLINTSTONE! WHY DON'T YOU MOW 
OUR LAWN? I'VE oth acai ‘YOU FOR, 
«Ss! 


wi Va 
a 
WILMA! WE CAN'T ee 


LET SELFISHNESS 
INTERFERE WITH 
FRIENDSHIP AND 


HMMM! BARNEY'S HOUSE COULD 
USE A TOUCH OF PAINT: I DON'T 
WANT THE PLACE TO LOOK ALL 

RUN-DOWN WHEN HE COMES BACK! 


TILL RUN DOWN AND BUY WEY! GABE! GABE GRAVEL! 
A LITTLE PAINT FOR I HAVEN'T SEEN YOU SINCE 
A TOUCH-UP JOB! THE ARMY! 


WELL, I AMIN KIND OF A BIND! I'M 
STAYING IN TOWN OVERNIGHT AND CANT 
FIND APLACE TO STAY! 


FRED FLINTSTONE, SWELL! BUT You 
YOU OL9 CHOW= DIDN'T LOOK SO 
CHIPPER A 


THAT'S NO PROBLEM! 
‘YOU CAN SLEEP ON 
OUR SOFA! 


THAT'S SWELL OF YOU, |9] OH, I DIDN'T I UNDERSTAND EVERY= 
BUT I'VE GOT MARTHA KNOW YOU HAD THING! ANO I HAVE THE 
FREDDIE A WIFE AND PERFECT SOLUTIONS 
LITTLE Boy: 


SURE! THIS 16 WHAT 
FRIENDS ARE FOR, THE 
ADDRESS IS NINE 
“TARPIT PLACE! 


MY NEXT-DOOR NEIGHBOR 1S GONE FOR A 
FEW DAYS! I'M SURE HE WOULDN'T MIND 
IF YOU SLEPT IN HIS HOUSE OVERNIGHT: 


RTH, 


|ABE...YOU HOME? I'D 


THE WIFE TO MEET 
(A AND FREDDIE! 


| HI, FRED! I SEE YOU'VE MET MARTHA AND FREI 
| 2 JUST WENT OUT TO BLY THEM SOME FISH 


THEY STAY IN THE BATHTUB AND ARE 
PERFECTLY HARMLESS! THEY ONLY 
| Ci OUT BECAUSE YOU SHOUTED 
BLE FINDING RO | THEIR NAMES! 


THANKS AGAIN FOR THE USE OF THIS [I 
_| PLACE! I'LL GIVE YOU FREE PASseS [= 
THE NEXT TIME I PERFORM HERE! =f 


NOW LOOK WHAT YOU'VE DONE, FRED! . BESIDES, GABE WILL ONLY 
I'M SURE THE RUBBLES WOULD LOVE : B BE THERE TONIGHT! TLL GO | 
TO KNOW THEIR HOUSE I$ A Z00/ sae Bl OVER TOMORROW AND CLEAN 
EVERYTHING UP! WHAT CAN 
POSSIBLY HAPPEN 
(ULP)) TWAS gust " IN ONE NIGHT? 
TRYING TO BE APAL! NY 


ai 
OF ALL THE STUPID TRICKS... BETTY WAS SO MAD SHE ff 
GO ON AFISHING TRIP AND STAYED ATOUR HOTEL! If 
LEAVE MY FISHING I DON'T BLAME HER! 
GEAR AT HOME! 


WELL, I'LL TAKE A 
NICE SHOWER, 
SLEEP HERE TONIGHT, || 
ANDO GO BACK TO SILT 
LAKE CITY IN THE 
MORNING... W/7H MY 
FISHING EQUIPMENT! 


IT ALWAYS TAKES 
THE WATER A 
WHILE TO WARM UPL 


VIPE! ALL THAT TRANSLATION: 
DRIVING MUST 7 IS SPLASHING US WITH 
HAVE ME SEEING H COLD WATER THIS GUY'S 
THINGS! SAS IDEA OF AFUNNY 

. JOKE? 


%& LET'S GIVE HIM A 
TASTE OF OUR ACT 
AND GET RID OF HIM! 


Ya) GOING ON? 


D HUH? WHAT'S fen 3 7 OKAY, MARTHA 
FREDDIE! STOP. 

a 

‘ny 


ae i 
‘\ee 


FRED, IT'S A GOOD THING I 
WAS STAYING NEXT Rass 
I CAUGHT A BURGLAR! 


THIS HOUR? 


* 


DID YOU HEAR THAT, WILMA? Wi] ANO_HE DOESN'T J 
YOU SAID LETTING GABE USE | EM TO BE 
THE HOUSE WAS A MISTAKE, A G} VERY THANKFUL! 


BUT BARNEY WOULD 7H4NK 
ME \F HE WERE HERE WOW, 


\/ 


UR 


IF YOU'LL LISTEN A MINUTE, I CAN 
EXPLAIN EVERYTHING! a 


WAIT! YOU'VE GOT THE WRONG MAN! 
WE OWNS THE HOUSE! 


BOY, I'M SURE GLAD \F THAT'S PLAYFUL, 
I DON'T HAVE ANY I'D HATE TO SEE THEM 
NEIGHBORS! p WHEN THEY WERE MAD! [ERR 


I'M GOING BACK LP TO 
SILTLAKECITY: I Jf 


ANYTHING! JUST GIVE 
ME THE KEYS TO MY 
HOUSE: 


WOULON'T SPEND 
ANOTHER NIGHT NEXT 
DOOR TO FRED... 


HEY! THAT'S WHERE I'M GOING! p)] BARNEY WON'T BE MAD 
i MAYBE I'LL SEE YOU THERE! ©] BY THE TIME HE GETS BACK! 
it ALL THE HASSLE IS 
OVER NOW, ANYWAY! 
NOT IF I SEE You FIRST! 
ere 


7 


MEAN IF*YOU CAME HOME 
WITH A SHINER LIKE BARNEY'S, — 
AND TOLD THE STORY HE'S GOING sw SEALS TOSSING YOU IN 
TO TELL, I WOULDNT BELIEVE THE AiR? I DON'T BELIEVE 
A WORD OF [7 / min A WORD OF /7/ 


(SIGH!) I GUESS I'LL 
HAVE TO PROVE |T 


WILMA and BeTTY VERY PURSE-ONAL 


BUDGET NEVER BALANCES! AT THE END OF MAKES A LOT OF FOOLISH 


I UST CAN'T FIGURE (7 OUT, BETTY! OUR (T'S PROBABLY BECAUSE FRED \ 


OF THE WEEK IT SEEMS LIKE SOME W PURCHASES LIKE MY BARNEY! 
MONEY HAS JUST DISAPPEARED: 


I HEARD THAT! OH, NO? HOW ABOUT 
I 00 NOT MAKE THAT SHOE POLISH’ $l OUT FRONT SAVING, "FRED FLINTSTONE IS A 
FOOLISH YOU BOUGHT THAT GENIUS"? HOW ABOUT THE... 


MOW ABOUT THE NEON SIGN YOU BOUGHT FOR re 


PURCHASES! GLOWS IN THE 


I'M GOING TO HELP BARNEY 
“PLAY WITH THE NEW MODEL 
TRAIN SET HE BOUGHT! IT'S 


GOT A REAL WHISTLE THAT 


GOES WHOO WHOO! 


I'M GOING OUT: 
ISTILL SAY WE 
MEN DON'T 
MAKE FOOLISH 
PURCHASES: 


es 


FRED AAS BEEN PRETTY GOOD ABOUT HIS WHY NOT OPEN 
SPENDING LATELY! BESIDES, THAT'S NOT IT! |3| A CHECKING 
IT WUST SEEMS LIKE SOME MONEY ACCOUNT? 
IS DISAPPEARING! 


SWELL IDEA! Let's GO 
TO THE BANK RIGHT NOW! 
I'LL TAKE THIS EIGHTY 
DOLLARS AND DEPOSIT IT: 


AN ACCURATE 
RECORD, AND NO 
CASH COULD 

D 


BETTY, LET'S DO A LITTLE 
BROWSING BEFORE WE GOTO 
THE BANK! 


THAT'S ONE QUESTION 
YOU DON'T HAVE To ASK 
A WOMAN TWICE! 


OHH! THEY'RE EXACTLY THE |” 
SAME! I HATE TO Miss OUT |) 
ON A BARGAIN! 


= 
JUST A MOMENT, y ~ 
MA'AM! YOU'LL 
HAVE TO PAY FOR 
THAT PURSE 
BEFORE YOU 


LEAVE THE STORE! 


UGH! WHO NEEDS TO SPEND 
MONEY GOING TO AGYM? 
LUGGING A HEAVY PURSE 

AROUND GIVES ME AKENTY 

OF EXERCISE! 


iy] LOOK! THOSE PURSES ARE 
EXACTLY LiKE MINE! I 
D] PAID TEN DOLLARS FOR | 
MINE AT GRUMBLE'S: 
DEPARTMENT STORE! 


OH, WELL! WHAT'S DONE |S DONE! 
WE BETTER GET TO THE BANK 


BEFORE IT CLOSES! 


Rl DON'T BE SILLY! 
THIS |S MY OWN 
PURSE, FILLED 
WITH MY THINGS! 
I BOUGHT IT AT 
GRUMBLE'S! 


I'M SORRY, YOU'LL HAVE TO PROVE THAT! 


= aM 
I BELIEVE I HAVE A RECEIPT IN HERI WOW LET'S GO DEPOSIT YOUR EIGHTY DOLLARS! 


Al NEVER MIND! IT WOULD TAKE | (ULP!) BETTY! THERE'S ONLY SIXTY 
AT LAST TWO HOURS TO STUFE ° IN HERE, INSTEAD OF EIGHTY! 
ALL THAT STUEE IN THERE, AND 

‘YOU HAVEN'T SEEN IN 
HERE THAT LONG! 


COME ON! WE'LL GET S| I'M SORRY, THE FLOORWALKE! 
THE FLOORWALKER 2 TOOK THE DAY OFF WITH A 
TO HELP US ‘SPRAINED FOOT! 

SEARCH THE STORE; 7 


WE GET THE SIXTY DOLLARS 

THAT'S LEFT OVER TO THE 

BANK BEFORE I OSE ANY 
MORE MONEY! 


ae | 


I'D_LIKE TO OPEN ACHECKING ACCOUNT! 
I'LL START IT WITH SIXTY DOLLARS! 
2 zB —— 


WE WANT TO MAi 
A WITHORA\ 


EEEK! THAT'S AS GOOD 
A REASON AS I'VE 

EVER SEEN! O,NO! NOBODY LEAVES THIS PLACE 

- YET! GET THE MONEY, HARRY; I'LL 

WATCH THE 


rae 


= ee wom ED if — NI 
{uust PowoerIne my | 
| NOSE! T ALWAYS 00 
THAT WHEN I 
MEET STRANGE MEN! [_ 
‘AN YOU'RE THE 
STRANGEST! 


BAH! IT'S NOT FAIR 


Pairs BES Oe, BER, 
IN SHORT ORDER... Crvanies, cits) OH, DEAR! THE LINING |S TORN KK 
4 URSE! 
7 e Sere OUT OS MY | | 
ONLY HA\ % % 
UNS | N 


a. 
y) 


THAT ee 
DISAPPEARING THE 
LAST FEW WEEKS 
MUST'VE SLIPPED 

IN THERE! 

IM RICH! 


BEATS, BONGOES 
and BEARDS 


‘© 1062, WESTERN PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC, 
For once, Rodney Rocktop was not sitting 
In his favorite chair at the Purple Zen Den, 
with a cup of café espresso on the table, 
He was standing in front of the chair with 
the cup in his hand. Well, he wasn’t exactly 
standing. Three-fourths of his muscular 
masculine mess was leaning on the table. 

Rodney spoke! (Another first in his athletic 
career.) “‘Like, I’d like the casual attention 
of you cats and chicks.” 

Literary Lyle quit pounding poetry on his 
stone tabloid; Bongo Brad ceased composing 
his Bongo Concerto #5 for bongoes and more 
bongoes; Uninhibited Ulsa refrained from 
doing her dance portraying a deficient dino- 
saur; and last and least, Twitchy Itchy, Rod’s 
best little pal, two and a half feet tall, stop- 
ped trying to think big. 

Rodney continued. ‘In two days, favorite 
fabulous friends, the mayor plans to evict us 
from our home, sweet-type home!” 

“Rod, old clod,"’ Twitchy always used per- 
sonal, affectionate terms with his best beat 
buddy, “I think you like flipped your time- 
table, as there seems to be an alien standing 
in yon doorway!" 

The mayor stepped forward and addressed 
Rodney. “Sir, this place is not safe enough 
for you and your friends, and vice versa. The 
walls are cracking, the floor's rotting, and 
you're doing nothing constructive to remedy 
the situation!" 

Rodney retaliated. ‘We may be clumsy 
clods but we’re not destructive dads. Man, 
our entire existence is dedicated to being 


constructive! Like, give a listen.” 

“| didn't mean reading poems,” the mayor 
retorted, ‘‘or beating your life away on a 
ridiculous bongo.” 

“Like, we know what you meant, dad,"’ in- 
terrupted Rodney. “We just express it ina 
different way!" 

Brad began pounding his percussion, 

“Like, go, man!" chanted the beats, as 
they swayed from side to side, “construct!” 

The mayor turned purple. As he was about 
to explode, Brad increased the tempo (mak- 
ing it difficult for Rodney's big toe to keep 
the beat), and Uninhibited Ulsa slowly (be- 
cause she weighed 205 pounds) began to 
dance. 

The mayor, now a blushing pink, blurted, 
“By jove, she's a lovely!” 

Twitchy Itchy began snapping his fingers 
in an off-beat half-time (half the time he was 
off the beat). 

The mayor, intrigued by Ulsa, whispered, 
“What's she doing?” 

“Like, she's expressing her soul through 
her shoes, man," muttered Rodney. 

Suddenly, Literary Lyle began pounding 
furiously on his tabloid. 

“SHI"' hissed the mayor. “I can’t hear the 
dance!'’ (When 205 pounds are dancing, one 
can't help but hear it!) 

Lyle began lamenting anyway. 

“Farewell, Zen Den, farewell. ; 

Gather your bongoes, you beats, 
Today we are like, evicted — 
Rise...and walk out...on your feets!"” 

_The mayor jumped up! (And on Ulsa's 
petite, size ten and a half foot!) ‘Nobody's - 
going anywhere! Beats need a pad,"’ he said, 
tearing up the eviction notice. ‘And that in- 
cludes your new member, mel I'm going to 
cut, out fromTown Hall and concentrate on 
growing a beard, | dig this jazz, cats and 
kittys, and | want to make the scene. So, 
like, pass me the percussion, Percy, and let's 
get on with it!"’ 

Once again, Rodney Rocktop was sitting 
in his favorite chair at the Purple Zen Den, 
with a cup of café espresso on the table. The 
soothing pounding of the poetry continued. 
The soft vibrations of the dancing continued. 
The beat of the mayor's bongo continued... 
and continued, and continued, and continued 
+--and continued Ii! 


Perry Gunnite STEAK STAKE-OUT 


ABLE! Wee E 
BEEN ROBBED /! your PLIGHT IS. MY \Wwru 
; SIR! \y 


WE TURNED OUR 
BACKS ONITFOR 
ASECOND, AND | | 
ZIPPO, IT WAS 
Gone! 


(TWAS A 
FIETY 
POUNDER... 


LIKE SO! 


OH, MY... I'M AFRAID HUMPH! UM. 
You've ULTED THEM. DISAPPOINTED 
WITH YOUR QUESTIONS! 1N THEM... 
THEY'RE ALL. 
1007 INNOCENT! 


BUT WORRY NOT, SIR/ I SHALL 


RELAX! WITH ME 
CONDUCT A STAKE-OUT TONIGHT! yi 5 


|DING HERE, T’LL. 
CATCH THE CULPRIT 
FOR SURE IF HE 
BUT I'M ALREADY r RETURNS! 
OUT OVE STEAK! 


% 


a 


Bb 
che 


ai 


IF THE BOUNDER 
DARING ENOUGH 
TAKE A STEAK | 


( (MSA) 


M THE VAN/TORS 7 COME HERE | 

| ERY NG To EreEN INE HiboRs: i 
WELL, IN THIS \ 

| BUSINESS, YOU] 5, \ } 


| TACKLE m 
pan erncey ’ 


|" AFTER 
MIDNIGHT! 


We ee: 
dad Wo 


te 
Be! THE REAL STEAK 
4 SWIPER HAS STRUCK AGAIN! 


Ge Zt GOSH! I’M SURE 
¥ THERE WAS NOBODY 
j ELSE IN THE ROOM! 


PLENTY. 
EAT THERE! 


You'LL VE 
NO, MORE STEAK 
RAIDS Fi 


THE RAFTERS, 
SIR! 


SPLENDID! HMMM! I'D BE WILLING 
AND NOW, TO SETTLE FORA \7E 

THE 1F YOU THINKS YOU CAN 
MATTER ARRANGE IT/ 


REWARDING 
YOU... 


HannaBaro THE FLINTSTONES 


- cca IN SHOW BUSINESS 


AND DANCE 7 


TEE HOES SHAT Sons 
DID WASN'T Too Too Ban! 


LIKE WE SAID, BOYS, YOU WERE 
SWELL! JUST Seal 


$0, THEY THINK THEY'RE 
DB] ANOTHER BING CROSSBEAM 

AND BOB SLOPE! WHAT 
HARM CAN IT 00? 


Se 
GREAT NEWS 


We QUIT. UN 

OUR voRs! ‘ 
os KC 
aS 

fila 4 


l AFTER LAST NIGHT'S OVATION, I'VE DECIDED 
MY TALENT 16 TOO GREAT TOHIOE! I MUST 


SHARE MYSELF WITH THE WORLD! 


NO TIME TO TALK! “ p ‘ 1} I JUST HOPE THEY CAN 
a DO A GREAT ACT IN THE 


WE'RE GETTING d 
OUR WARDROBE / UNEMPLOYMENT LINE! 


AND GOING 
DOWN TO 
AUDITION 
FOR SOME 
AGENTS! 


Z SSS 


5 YAY pOWN UPON THE SWANEEE SWAMR,. On 
40 AHEAD, ANO ww powN uo: SWaNebe SwAme.. 
4 AgouT B : yr : 
700 BAD! I'VE [a 
vot WO! S = 


— 


AND NOW, I'M MOVING YOU,’ I THOUGHT | 
I'D SEEN EVERYTHING, BUT YOU'RE THE [71D 
FIRST TO BE SO CRUMMY YOU 
MAKE ME CRY! 


w 


a) =~ 
=~ \ S4 AC } 
© Bot 


<< 


NOT YET! BUT WE'RE NOT 
GIVING UP UNTIL WE DO! I 
i 'VE GOT TALENT! 


BETTY, WE HAVE TO DO SOMETHING! IF THE BUT THEY SEEM || ONE TIME IN FRONT OF 
BONS 60 BACK TO WORK TOMORROW, THEIR AN AUDIENCE THAT WASH’T” 
BOSS WILL TAKE THEM BACK! ROUGH MADE UP OF THEIR 
WITH THIS! FRIENDS WOULD MAKE 
THEM QUIT, I'LL BET! 


SURE, BUT WHO IN THEIR RIGHT AVE Be THIS 1S THE CORNIEST € 
‘MIND WOULD PUT THEM ON? ul PLACE IN TOWN! BUT 
= EVEN THEY WOULON'T jas 


GE 


Y mC Tig gt 
; Bty)| 2ay me To 


HIRE YOUR 
HUSBANOS ? 


CALL MY HUSBAND AND TELL HIM YOU SAW 


HEH-HEH! FOR TWENTY 
THEM AT THE DINOSAUR LODGE FALL FOLLIES! 


I |T ON THE WORST ACT 
\N ‘THE WORLD, 


BUT IT'S BETTER THAT THEY GET IT OUTOF 
THEIR SYSTEMS NOW THAN LOSE THEIR JOBS: 
| FOR NOTHING! | 


UA OA 


IT LOOKS AS IF THE THEATER MANAGER 
HAS ALREADY CALLED THEM! 


Te" 


GUESS WHAT, GIRLS... WE GOT A 
| PROFESSIONAL JOB! WE OPEN TONIGHT AT 
ba THE FOSSIL THEATER! ‘ 


ee) 


YES! TWE OWNER SAW US AT THE LODGE | 
SHOW AND THOUGHT WE WERE GREAT! 


DON'T WORRY! THE WORST IF THEY START TOU) YOU GIRLS ARE 


THAT COULD HAPPEN |S THAT |] STORM ONSTAGE, |] A BIG HELPL 
THEY'D THROW THINGS WUST RUN FOR cer! 
AT YOU! COVER! 


POOR BOYS! I KNEW THEY'D 
GET STAGE FRIGHT IN FRONT 
OF A REAL AUDIEN 


? \\ 


TISED TEN 
OTHER NINE... NOW 


WILMA TOLD US HOW SHE SET 
THAT JOB UP FOR US, BUT I'M 
NOT ANGRY! WE NEEDED THAT 
LESSON! AND WE GOT 
OUR OLD JOBS BACK! 


Ia-2 THANK, 


Kes GOODNESS 
ca «WI 


s 


YOU'LL HAVE TO F: WE'RE HIRED FOR 
OWN DINNERS, 8 THE WEEK. YIPPEE! 
MANAGER OF 7} 

CALLED 

OUR SING! 


al ; 


‘a Tones ONE FRED TO 


HOW COULD I WHAT, 
HONEY BUN? WHAT” 
dID I 0O NOW? 


T WORK ALL DAY TRYING TO KEEP THIS CAVE 
CLEAN! I'VE GOT CAVE-WIFE KNEES, ROUGH 
RED HANDS, AND I'M GETTING GRAY HA/R/ 


THEN YOU COME IN HERE WITH YOUR 
BIG MUDDY FEET AND TRACK UP 
MY CLEAN FLOOR! 


NOW THAT YOU 
MENTION | Toe 
YOU ARE IN 
PRETTY BAD 
‘SHAPE! 


OUT! GET OUT, BEFORE BOY, WILMA HAS A TEMPER LIKE A 


CLAWASAURUS WITH A HEAT-RASH! 
I'D BETTER BE MORE CAREFUL! 
THINK I'LL CHECK 
AND SEE IF 
THERE'S ANY MAIL! 


WELL, WHAT DO YOU KNOW!! 
WE GOT ALETTER FROM OLD 
HICKEY PITTS! HAWA! WAITILL 

WILMA SEES THIS! 


WILMA! WE GOT A LETTER FROM 
HICKEY PITTS! YOU REMEMBER HIM. 
ssHE'S THE ONE WHO INTRODUCED US! 


MICKEY PITTS / HOW 

COULD HE BO ATHING EGAD! I DID 
LIKE YOu TO ME? IF vt IT AGAIN! IM 
I HAO HIM HERE, I'D... 4 DOOMED: 


I'M SORRY, HONEY! 
IT WON'T HAPPEN (WHEW!)I'D BETTER 
AGAIN! GET AWAY FROM THE 
CAVE UNTIL WILMA 
COOLS DOWN! 


I'LL GET MY OLD SORRY, FRED! |. HOW DO YOU LIKE THAT? 
PAL BARNEY AND _| BARNEY WENT ANO HE NEVER EVEN 
WE'LL TAKE A : FISHING 4 ASKED ME, HIS PAL,TOGO 
RUN DOWN TO EARLY THIS = WITH HIME 
PEBBLE CREEK 
TO SEE HOW THE 
FISH ARE 
BITING! 


BUT I THINK I KNOW WHERE TO FIND 
HIME WE NAVE A SORT OF A SPECIAL. 
s 


POT WE FISH TOGETHER! THANKS, 
BETTY! 


I'VE GOT TO FIND ME 
A HIDE-OUT UNTIL THE 
WEAT'S OFF! THEN © 
CAN LAM TO..,OH-OH 


HEY, WHERE'S YOUR FISHING POLE? 
YOU CANIT,..OOF! 


OF ALL THE DUMB LUck! 
WHY'D I HAVE TO RUN 
INTO THAT LUG? 


WHAT HAS 
GOTTEN 
INTO FRED? 


FREDOY Boy! TWAS 
JUST WISHING YOU 
WERE WERE WITH ME! 
THE FISHING IS. 
TERRIFIC! 


NOW LISTEN, MACK... 

YOU OPEN YOUR YAP TO 

ANYBODY ABOUT SEEIN’ 

ME BACK HERE ANO I'L. 

REALLY GO TO WORK 
ON YOU! GET IT? 


I KNEW IT! THERE'S 

MY PAL BARNEY... RIGHT 

WHERE I WAS SURE HE 
WOULD 


ANDO DON'T YOU 
"HL, PAL" ME, 
MISTER 
FLINTSTONE! 


HIYA, PALL HOW ARE THEY BITING? 


$0! TRYING TO 
SNEAK UP 
BEHIND ME NOW, 
EH? 


ME,SOCK YOU? ALL 
I DONS SAY "HI, PAL” 
ws AND "POW! I 
DON'T PLAY DUMB - . GET A FLAT NOSE ! 
WITH ME! YOU KNOW y 
“THAT YOU JUST 
WALKED UP AND 
SOCKED ME FOR: 
NOTHING} 


=I 
NOTHING MORE 
TO SAYL AND 
HEREAFTER, 
«cYOU ARE NOT 


EXTRA! EXTRA! ROCKY THE 
DISSOLVE OUR PALSHi ROM NOW ROCK ESCAPES FROM JAlOL/ 
ON ...PLEASE DO NOT SPEAK TO ME! : 


SORRY, BUT TAM STILL. 

NOT SPEAKING TO YOUn. 

NO MATTER WHAT YOU... 
NO, IT'S ROCKY THE ROCK... 
ESCAPED CRIMINAL! HE MUST. 
HAVE BEEN THE ONE WHO SOCKED 
ME, ANO I THOUGHT IT WAS YOU! 

HE 2OOKS LIKE YOU! 


"ROCKY THE ROCK IS THE POLICE WILL SEE ME 

CONSIDERED THINK IT'S HIM SOLE Luu 

BH] CANGEROUS! POLICE GET CLUBBED. ON SIGHTS 
By) ARE ORDERED To 

ey CLUB HIM ONSIGHT!” FF 


SO TRUE! WE'VE 


HIDE UNTIL THEY 
CATCH ROCKY! 


KEEP THAT HERE'S YOUR HOUSE, FRED! HURRY 
FISHING f INSIDE, AND REMEMBER... KEEP OUT. 

BASKET ON OF SIGHT! 

YOUR HEAD 


SO NOBODY 
CAN SEE 


DON'T WORRY 
WILLE 


FRED! You AND YOUR 
MUODY FEET AGAIN! 


WILMA WON!T LET Me IN THE HOUSE 
BECAUSE I TRACK UPHER FLOORS 


WE'LL HIKE BACK TO ROUND FLATS! 
WITH MY MUDDY FEET! 


NOBODY EVER GOES THERE ANY MORE! 


PAL, You ARE 
THEN WE'VE GoT A REAL PAL 
TO THINK OF TO HELP ME 
SOMETHING IN MY HOUR, 
ELSE: OF NEED! 


a) 


FINALLY, AT AN OLD CAVE... age 
“AR, BACK IN THE HILLS... . 
S$ 
THIS CAVE! 


IDE OUT IN 


SO, IT'S YOU! EVEN THOUGH 
I WARNED YOU, YOU FOLLOWED 
ME UP HERE WITH A POSSE; 


ABBA, ABBA, SAY... YOU 
ABBA, ABBA! LooK 
FAMILIARS 


WE'LL GO INTO TOWN AND 
LET THE COPS CATCH THIS 
LUG! THAT WILL LEAVE ME 
FREE TO MAKE ACLEAN 
GETAWAY! HA-HAL 


OF COURSE... HE 
LOOKS EXACTLY 

Like YOu! MARCH OUT 
THAT'S WHY HE'S OF HERE! 

UP HERE! 2 

OTHERWISE THE 

POLICE MIGHT 

THINK HE'S: 

You! 


AS SCARED AS IAM... 
GOT AN.|DEA ON HOW WE CAN 
CAPTURE THIS GUY! 


=— = 2 g seroma 
THEN BACK IN TOW AHEM! HERE WEARE,PAL! | | YOUR HOUSE? 
E THAT HAPPENS TO BE MY S WHAT'S 
= HOUSE RIGHT OVER THERE! | THAT GOT To 
| FRED...PLEASE BE CAREFUL! 
YOU KNOW HOW YOUR IDEAS 


: : ; ) DO WITH IT? 
WORK OUT SOMETIMES! 4 


I'LL EXPLAIN! Now, YOU Look sO 
MUCH LIKE ME THAT MY WIFE COULD 
N@VER TELL US APART... RIGHT? 


OKAY... YOU GOIN MY YEAH, ANO I 
HOUSE...MY WIFE THINKS: 


cs STAY IN THE 

(T'S ME...YOU CALL HOUSE UNTIL I 
THE POLICE AND TELL THEY TAKE 
THEM TO COME GET MEL You 


YOU MUGS STAY RIGHT IN FRONT WHERE T DON'T GET |] O,NOL THE MINUTE HE 
I CAN KEEP AN EYE ON YOU IF YOU KNOW (T, FRED! STEPPED IN THAT MUD 
WHAT'S GOOD FOR YOU; THE MINUTE PUDOLE AND WENT INTO 
— “THE HOUSE, ROCKY WAS: 
NOT ONLY KED, BUT 


SEE? I DON'T CARE HOW 
TOUGH ROCKY 16... MAD 
WILMA IS MUCH TOUGHERE 


THERE |S ONE MORE TUT, TUT: I SHALL 
THING, FRED...WHAT NOW MAKE 4 
ABOUT WILMA? YOU LITTLE PURCHASE! 


CAN'T GO HOME WITH | | THEN, PAL,2 WILL, 
I'VE GOT TO HAND IT HER AS MAD AS SHE IS! SHOW YOU HOW TO 
Toyou FRED! YOUR HANDLE WOMEN! 


WORKED LIKEA Vimar 
CHARMED CHARMI * 
HEH-HEAS 


DON'T _BCTHER TO WIPE DOWN, WILMA! DOWN, GIRL! 

YOUR FEET, BARNEY BOY! BEFORE YOU SAY A WORD... 

MEN ARE SUPPOSED TO I WANT YOU TO TAKE THIS 
ROM ME 


HAVE MUDDY FEET! LITTLE GIFT FI 
TO YOU 


wee 
AS 

el iran: 
eRe La 


(DONUS COAT! JUST WHAT 
WAYS WANTED! OH,FRED... 
NOU'RE WONDERFUL! 


THERE IS JUST ONE MORE THING,WILMAL 
AS MAN OF THE HOUSE, I MUST ASK YOU NOT 
JO GET MAD IF I TRACK LP THE FLOORS 

ONCE INA WHILE! OKAY? 


ALL RIGHT, 
FRED DEAR: 


However, A WOMAN IS STILL A WOMAN, ANI ; , THE NEXT TIME I EVEN 
. . CAN HANDLE: 


THE NEXT TIME YOU SHOW 
#AE HOW TO HANOLE WOMEN, 
PLEASE LEAVE ME 
OUT OF IT? 


A Flintstone Funny 


I'LL SEE YOU IN THE BARNEY AND I ARE 
MORNING... AND DON'T GOING FISHING IN 
OVERSLEEP AGAIN! THE MORNING! 


I'LL SEE THAT YOU 
DON'T OVERSLEEP 
THIS TIME ! 


